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She had forgotten Mr. Plantagenet-Buchan for an instant.
Then she turned to him and saw his Inquiring face. cIVe left
something in my room/ she explained, and turned tail and fled
upstairs. The next moment the feet of two people became visible
and then the all of them in the sunlit space uphill beyond the
portico. Mrs. Rylands was approaching, and she walked like a
woman in a trance and beside her in silence, looking very large
and awkward and uncomfortable, was Mr. Sempack. Before the
entrance, they parted without a word; Mr. Sempack stood irreso-
lute and Mrs. Rylands came on in.
She did not seem to see Mr. Plantagenet-Buchan standing still
beside the newspaper-table.
She walked to the staircase and then, after a momentary pause,
made her way up it, helping herself with a hand upon the
banister.
For some seconds Mr. Plantagenet-Buchan remained lost in
thought, and then, still thinking, he seated himself upon the
newspaper-table. Presently Miss Glarges appeared descending the
staircase with an unwonted softness. She looked as though she
might say almost anything to Mr. Plantagenet-Buchan, but what
she did say simply and almost confidentially was, cSo long.5 Then
she went out into the sun-glare and vanished up the hill towards
the gates upon the road.
Mr. Plantagenet-Buchan shook his head slowly from side to
side, disapprovingly, took counsel with his diamond ring,
struggled off the table, and made his way, still thinking deeply,
to his own room in the turret.
He paced his floor obliquely. It had become plain to him what
had happened.
He was glad to have a little time to himself to consider the
situation before facing the world. What exactly ought a fine-
minded, thoroughly Europeanised American gentleman to do?
Not simply that. He was really fond of his hostess. Fond enough
to put his pose into a secondary place. What could he do for her?
The turret room had four windows that looked east and west
and north and south and as Mr. Plantagenet-Buchan paced up
and down from corner to corner, he would ever and again lift
his downcast eyes, first to this pretty sunlit picture and then to
that. And presently he became aware of something white,
minute in perspective, something moving, far off, among the red
sun-scorched rocks of the headland to the west that came out